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Addicted 


Author's Notes: 
This story is also available on my Ficwad account under the username Lauraislaxl. First posted in 20l. 


Due to this site's rules on the age of consent, | am changing Tommy Lee's age in this story to eighteen. It will 
not affect any of the plot, and nothing else is being changed. 


The instant | walk into the room, | see why London is so widely regarded as one of the most debauched, 
licentious bands on the Strip. There are people in every corner having sex, or snorting blow, or smoking 
cigarettes. A skinny chick whose miniskirt is hiked up far enough to show her hot pink thong bends over near 
me, flashing her tits in my face. Behind her, several long-haired guy snicker and chug on their beer. 


Then someone shouts my name. "Tommy Lee, my man!" | turn and see Randall loping towards me, his shaggy 


hair hanging in his eyes, all his teeth flashing. He laughs that loud, booming laugh of his and hugs me tightly. 


"Happy eighteenth, kiddo," he says. "Didja enjoy the concert?" 


Biting down on my lower lip, | nod. London is my favorite band in the whole world, and Randall got me tickets to 
see them. Now I'm backstage at the Roxy, along with about fifty other fans, waiting to see them. | know | 
sound like a fangirl, but god... | can't help it. 


Then a door off to the side opens, and the skinny chick with the huge tits lets out a shriek. Randall nudges me, 
and my heart leaps in my throat. Everyone starts roaring.. and London walks in: Nigel Benjamin, John St. John, 
Lizzy Grey, and Nikki Sixx. There's something about them, something glamorous and sexy and powerful that 
emanates from their cores. Nikki's emerald-gray eyes dart around the room, blazing beneath dark eyeliner. For 


a second, he makes eye contact with me, and | feel a shiver run down my spine. 


The thing about Nikki is that he's my idol. | don't care about the drug-dealing rumors, or the fact that 
supposedly he's a sadist. What l'm attracted to is his lyrics, how he seems to make words flow together 
flawlessly, with no cracks. And he's beautiful, with long, sinewy arms and legs and soft jet black hair that falls 
into his angular face. And that wiseass smile.. he's flashing it at a girl now, and my heart nearly stops. 


Randall gives me a gentle nudge again. "Go on," he says because, of everyone in here, he alone knows how | 


really feel about Nikki. "Go talk to him." 


| swallow hard and force my shaky legs to move. Nikki's leaned against the frame of a door, talking to a blond 
chick who looks suspiciously like Vince Wharton, a guy | went to high school with. He's playing with the frayed 
edges of the torn stockings covering his arms as he talks; | see flashes of his black nail polish. As | approach, 


he glances up, fixating his gaze on me. The girl turns too, and | see her eyes narrow. 
Then I'm standing next to him, and | can nearly feel the power he emanates. Nikki and | are about the same 
height, but he's slightly more muscular than | am, and a bit taller- though that's probably due to the fact 


that his hair is teased up-and he's wearing platform boots while I'm in Converse. He looks like royalty, and | 


look like shit. 


"Hey," he says to me. There's a tiny smirk on his face, and | can feel myself beginning to blush. "Can | help you 
with something?" 


Suddenly | feel ridiculous, young. Nikki's older than | am; to him | must look like such a kid. | swallow hard and 


manna 
'Smy birthday. Big fan’ 

His eyes soften just the tiniest bit. "Happy birthday," he says, clapping his hand on my shoulder. "How old?" 

| don't want to tell him, but there's no way to avoid it. "Eighteen," | say, and his smile widens slightly. 

"Young motherfucker," he says, and | blush harder. He's ignoring the girl completely now; facing me, his arms 


folded. The green in his eyes is glowing, and suddenly he grins. There's the devil's wiseass smirk reflected on 


his face, and | wonder what he's scheming. 


"C'mon," he says, locking his eyes onto mine. "I think you're old enough." He slides his hand down on my arm 
from where it was resting on my shoulder and takes my hand in his. My face grows warmer, as if that's 
possible; Nikki's acting like it's perfectly normal for two men to be holding hands in public, but l'm pretty sure 
all my feelings are on my face for the whole world to see at this point. 


"Old enough for what?" | ask, but Nikki's already leading me through the door he was leaning against, and | stop 
talking. It's dark in here, but | can still see well enough to notice several people in here draped over couches, 
needles stuck in their arms. One guy is snorting a powdery white substance off a table; there are people 
hitting pipes in the corners and staring off into the distance. 

Nikki approaches a thin, sinewy guy and nudges him. "Hey," he says, "you got any rocks?" 


The guy looks up. "For you, yeah," he says, and they both laugh. Nikki takes the brown paper bag the guy 


hands him, and, still holding my hand, leads me to a dark corner of the room. We sit down, and | say: 

"What is this?" 

Nikki pulls a thick, white rock out of the bag. He lays it on the bag, takes a Swiss army knife out of his leather 
pants, and starts slicing it into even lines. There's something chilling about the meticulousness with which he's 
doing this, and | shiver a little bit. 

"IFs cocaine," he says, without looking up. "An' trust me on this one... | can tell it's pure" 

So the drug dealing rumors are true, | think, and | swallow hard. He pauses mid-stroke and glances at me, 
tilting his head to one side. There's curiosity in his eyes, and, feeling even younger than before, | say 


hesitantly: 


‘I've never done hard drugs before." | don't want to add that | only had my first cigarette a month ago, but | 
think he can tell anyway. One side of his mouth pulls up, and he says: 


"Don't worry. You're with me." 
He finishes cutting the rock, then puts his knife up and kneels over the lines. He covers one nostril with his 
pinky, then shuts his eyes and breathes in. Flecks of cocaine dance up into his nose and it looks strangely 


beautiful. | lean forward, but he holds up his hand without even looking up. 


"Wait," he says, and his voice is cold, commanding. He bends over further, so that | can't see the drug 


anymore. For a while, | listen to him snorting, then he straightens up. 
"Your turn," he says, rocking back. There's a line left, about three inches, and my heart starts racing. 


"I can't-" | start, and Nikki's eyes flash. He points at the line: 


"Snort it," and he looks dangerous. "I ain't gonna let you overdose, kid” 

| am shaking, just a bit. My parents raised me to not use drugs, to stay away from these situations. Fuck, l'm 
even still a virgin.. though that's probably because of my sexual orientation, not because of my personality. 
Looking at him out of the corner of my eye, | lean forward and cover one nostril like he did. | snort it up; 
maybe a bit too hard, because | start coughing. | can hear Nikki laughing above me, and | straighten up, glaring 
at him. My nose is burning, and it feels like | just swallowed something hard. 

Fuckin’ hell," | say, "it's not funny.” 

He grins. "Sure." Then, maybe because my face is still stony, he reaches forward and gently brushes a loose 
strand of hair off my forehead, his expression softening slightly. Instantly, any anger | was feeling evaporates. | 
swallow, and he leans forward. Our eyes are connecting and I'm falling, crashing into the depths of his emerald 


irises. 


"You're so fucking young," he murmurs, and then he cups my jaw in his hand and kisses me. The rough pad of 


his thumb strokes my skin as our tongues meet, and | shiver. 

"What's your name?" he asks after a while, drawing away but not too far, pressing our foreheads together. 
"Tommy," | say. "Tommy Lee" 

"Tommy Lee," Nikki Sixx repeats softly. “Don't get in too deep with me, okay?" 


"I think | already have," | reply, and then we both laugh. 


Faded Denim on Leather Royalty 


Author's Notes: 
First posted under a different chapter title on the same Ficwad account in 2OIl 


Not too long after we snort the drugs, we leave, our fingers tangled between us. We pass by the blond chick, 
who shoots us a death glare; by Lizzy Grey, who gives Nikki a strange look, smirking slightly, before glancing at 
me and saying, "Good luck, kid" A slight surging of pride rushes through my chest; | can't help but move a 
little closer to Nikki. | don't know why he's chosen me, but I'm not going to question it. 


We step out of the Roxy, onto the Strip. Nikki pauses mid-step; turns to me. "I just want you to know," he 
says, "that where | live is not in the best part of town" His eyes are clouded over, and | shake my head, 
smiling a litle. 


"Sine, Nikki," | say. | want to tell him that | don't care where he lives, as long as | get to be with him, but | 
don't. Still, he seems to get the message, because he smiles faintly and, leaning over slightly, kisses me, running 
his tongue over my teeth as | open up for him. He strokes my hair, rubbing his thumb on the base of my 


neck, and | swallow, a shiver of pleasure coursing down my spine. 


After a while, we break away from each other and continue walking. The Strip is lit up with neon lights; the 
moon hangs in the sky, all pale and swollen There's something almost magical about this night, and | smile a 


little as we walk. 

He leads me past the Troubadour, past the Whisky, past strip bars where women hang out of windows and 
flash us. When we come to Santa Monica, at the corner where the Sunset Strip becomes Sunset Boulevard 
again, | automatically start turning, but Nikki stops me, yanking on my wrist so hard | almost fall over. 

"The fuck are you going?" he asks, looking at me strangely. Frowning, | glance down Santa Monica. 

"You don't live down there?" 

"No. Fuckin’ hell, Lee, | told you | live in a really shit part of town" He sounds irritated, and | can't help it: | feel 
stupid. Like | disappointed him in some way. After a few minutes-or maybe seconds, | don't know, time no 


longer makes sense to me-he turns and stares down the Sunset Boulevard. He looks tired, washed out. 


"You're so goddamn innocent," He mutters. "You shouldn't be hanging out with a piece of shit like me." We start 


walking again, and | look over at him. 


"| don't think you're a piece of shit," | say quietly. He shuts his eyes for a few seconds and lets out a soff, 


sarcastic snort; a small, sad smile twisting his lips. 


"Give it a few months. Once you get to know me, you'll hate my fucking guts." 


| don't know how to respond, so | just squeeze his hand. | can feel the bindle of coke rubbing against my ankle, 
where we hid it earlier in my shoe. | want to tell him we can stop and snort more blow, but | don't want to 


make him angry again 


After a while, we reach Wilshire. He looks at me and mutters, "Here," and we turn onto the street. The moon 
has gone behind some clouds, and it's darker than before, quieter. Not a lot of people are out, and | feel a 
shiver of fear run through me as we walk. The farther we go, the seedier the buildings get. | tighten my grip 
on Nikki's hand until he snarls, "Fuckin' hell, you're cutting off my circulation 


At length, we reach his apartment. There are junky old cars parked in front and trashcans overflowing with 
stuff. Nikki and | walk up, past a few hooded guys smoking marijuana, to the door. He takes a small key out of 
his leather pants and unlocks it. He has to drop my hand to open it and let us inside, and the second our skin 


stops connecting, | start shivering. 


Inside, there are several couches, all of which are made of tattered leather. The stuffing runs out of most of 
them in piles, and | can see a rusty spring poking out of a cushion. There is a grainy T.V. set in the middle of 
the room, and a few of the people watching it glance up as we enter, then look away. The gray-blue fog of 


cigarette smoke hangs over the whole room. 


"| didn't realize other people are here with you?" | whisper as Nikki and | head for the stairs. He pauses and 


looks at me strangely. 


Its not a private apartment," he says. "It's... fuck. I'll explain in my room, okay?" He starts up the stairs, which 
are made of crumbling brick and stained concrete. When he holds out his hand, | take it gratefully, and | see 
him fighting a smile even though he's rolling his eyes. 


"Don't tell anyone here how old you are," he says to me as we head upstairs. "You ain't technically allowed in a 
place like this.. | can have a friend of mine hook you up with a fake ID., but." Suddenly he stops talking and 
shakes his head once or twice, as though trying to clear it. "Fuck it. Nevermind." He's frowning. "Let's go." 

| follow him up another flight of steps, past a sleeping man in a beanie and overcoat, to a small wooden door. 
lts labeled ‘Sixx’, the original plate scratched out crudely. He takes the same key from earlier and unlocks this 
door too, jerking on the knob to get it to open all the way. Once we're in, he tosses his key on a pile of clothes 
and turns to me. 

"All right, listen," he says. "D'you know where we are?" 


| shake my head. "Your apartment..?" | guess, and he lets out a tiny, contemptuous snort. 


"Well, no shit," he replies. "| mean.. just.. those people you saw down there? They're other dealers. This is 


pretty much a crack house, except we actually have someone paying our bills.” 


My eyebrows shoot up to the top of my head. | don't know why l'm so surprised; | guess | was expecting Nikki, 
with his glamorous clothes and elegant name, to live somewhere slightly better. Still, he'd warned me, and | 


know better than to say anything. 
"Oh," | say. "Doesn't it.. | don't know... scare you to live here? Just a bit?" 


Nikki shrugs. "S'alright," he mutters. "The main thing is to get to know your main supplier. Mine is James O'Neill. 
If you know your supplier, you can pretty much get away with anything." Then he smiles faintly, reaches out, 
and strokes my cheek with his thumb. "Even bringing underage people back who you hardly know." 


My face grows warm. "So you have a supplier," | say, because | really am curious to know how the drug 


dealing business works. "What's he do?" 


Nikki's thumb leaves my cheek; travels down to the base of my throat. "Gives me the drugs | sell.. | don't pay 
him for it, but half the money | get goes to him. Usually | can cut a pretty good deal outta that.. China White 
-that's a real rare, pure type of heroin-is worth about $2000, so James and | each get $1000. Then | can go 
buy whatever th’ fuck | want.. like a new bass, or some strings, or some antiques." He lifts his left hand and 
gestures at the sparse furniture decorating the room-a Gothic table, a weather-worn bookshelf. His right 
hand continues its path downward, trailing fingers along my chest and stomach, and | shiver. When he reaches 
my hemline, he carefully lifts my shirt over my head, revealing the only tattoo | have-Mighty Mouse, 
bursting through a set of drums on my arm. His eyes catch it and he laughs softly. 


"You play drums?" he asks, leaning forward and kissing me gently, at the place where my neck meets my 


shoulder. 


| nod, reaching out to put my hand on his hipbone, because | have no idea what l'm doing, but | know | want to 
touch him. He stiffens for a second, then seems to change his mind about something and relaxes slowly, 


reciprocating my action, splaying his calloused fingers over my waist. 
"C'mon," he says quietly. "Let's go sit down, yeah?" 


He leads me to his bed, which is messy and strewn with clothes, empty bottles of nail polish, and crushed Coke 
cans. We sit down, and he trails his fingers over my stomach, making me shiver. This close, | can smell him; he 
smells of Axe spray and cigarettes and Dawn soap. He lifts his own shirt over his head and tosses it so that it 
lands on top of mine. His armbands come off, and then he kisses me, suddenly, fluidly. He crawls over so that 
he's nearly straddling my waist; puts both arms on either side of me. Our chests are almost touching, or 
maybe they are, | can't tell through the intense heat flowing between us. He chews gently on my lower lip and 
| gasp, feeling my cock twitch against the denim of my jeans. It feels like he's claiming ownership of me, but | 


don't mind. | will do anything to be with him. 


Nikki pushes me back against the headboard, against the mound of pillows there. He nudges my legs open 


slightly with his knee, hovers over me. We kiss hungrily, ravenously. | dig my fingers into his shoulders and 
moan his name, and he grunts mine softly, grinding our crotches together. We move against each other, faded 


denim on leather royalty. 


The Edge of Wilshire and Sunset 


Author's Notes: 
First posted under a different chapter title on the same Ficwad account in 20l. 


In the morning, | wake up with a blanket twisted around my waist, twining between my legs. I'm wearing boxers, 
nothing else, and my face grows warm as | remember last night. We never actually had sex, but | sucked him 
off and he sucked me off, and just the fact that his head was between my legs and | was able to grip that 
soft, straight hair, knowing that, for the moment, all his focus was on me; that made it the greatest night of 
my life. 


Now I'm sitting up, struggling my way out of the blankets and scooting back against the headboard. For a little 
while, I'm just sitting there, feeling young and lazy and seventeen, then, inadvertently, my head rolls to the side, 
and | see the time, blazing out in red digital numbers. Twelve-thirty, it says, with the pm. dot lit up. My eyes 


widen, it occurs to me that my parents have no idea where | am. 


Suddenly the door opens and Nikki comes barging in, in leather pants and a torn tank top, his green eyes blazing. 
He smiles briefly at me before setting his things down on the dresser. He's got a couple bindles, and | 


subconsciously rub my nose, remembering the cocaine at the Roxy. 


"Finally up, hey kid?" he says, ruffling out his hair before walking over and sitting next to me. He leans over 
and starts pressing gentle kisses to the side of my neck, and | shiver, inhaling his scent. 


"Hey, Sixx. Thanks for letting me stay the night..." | look at him and kind of smile, but he doesn't smile back, just 


gazes at me, burning my skin with his hellish-green eyes. 

"You wanna shoot some coke or something?" he asks after a bit. His hand is on my leg, making it difficult for 
me to focus on anything except the feel of his hot, rough skin on mine. Still, | swallow and force myself to say 
it: 

"| have to go, Nikki. It's after noon and mom and dad don't know where | am." 

There's a silence, and I'm thinking maybe he didn't hear me, because he keeps kissing me and stroking my leg 
absently, but then abruptly he gets up and takes a bottle of nail polish off the floor. He's lathering it on and 
not looking at me when he replies: 


"Then go, Lee. I'll see ya around." 
g Y 


But suddenly | don't want to go, don't want to leave Nikki and his beautiful tattooed arms; don't want to forget 


this now familiar scent of alcohol and cigarettes and leather which is buried in the sheets. l'm hesitating, and | 


guess Nikki's getting sick of me, because suddenly my clothes are in my lap: rumpled jeans and a sweat-stained 


shirt, and he's not exactly yelling, but he's getting pretty close. 

"Fuckin go, Lee," he snarls. "You ain't even supposed to be here." 

| swallow hard, getting up and sliding into my jeans, zipping up the fly. "Will you walk with me to the end of the 
street?" | ask uncertainly. Nikki frowns, but he nods, and when I've finished tying my shoes, he reaches down 


and grabs my hand, hauling me to my feet. 


"D'you need some money for bus fare?" he asks as we walk out, but I'm shaking my head, because if | take 


money from him, I'll feel even worse than | already do. 
"| can walk..." 
We've reached the front door by this point, and Nikki pauses mid-step and looks at me. 


"Oh, please, you can't even get to the end of this street on your own" He's shaking his head, reaching into his 


pocket, pulling out fifty cents. “Take it, kid. Think of it as an additional birthday present." 


So | take it, and | try again to smile, but he's still not looking at me. We walk to the end of Wilshire together, 


feet scuffing on the pavement, once we reach Sunset Boulevard, he stops. 


"| guess I'll see you around," he says, and his voice tells me he's sorry for how he acted earlier. He reaches 
over and lightly touches my chin, and finally | get a hint of that smile I've been looking for. "Next London 
concerts next Thursday at the Rainbow, okay?" Then he turns and walks off, and I'm left with fifty cents in 
my hand and a vague feeling of love stirring in my chest on the edge of Wilshire and Sunset. 


Hairspray and Eye Shadow 


The rest of the week passes by in a blur. | can barely focus on my schoolwork-when | go-and l'm distracted 
at home. | want to tell my parents that | have a boyfriend-or some semblance of one-but telling them would 
mean coming out, and l'm not ready for that, not yet. The only person | can tell is Randall, and even he seems 
wary, telling me to be careful because | don't know Sixx, don't know what he wants or how interested he really 
is in me. Still, when | tell him about the concert at the Rainbow, he gets me a ticket and agrees to take me, if 


only so that my parents will agree to let me go. 


The night of the concert, | fix up my hair and steal some of my sister's makeup, lathering it on liberally. Its 
the first time I've ever worn eye shadow in public, and I'm a little nervous as | edge downstairs, but thankfully 
Mom, Dad, and Athena-my sister-are gone. | scribble a quick note, then | run out. Randall is waiting for me in 


the driveway; | slide into his car and he looks me over, laughing. 


"They're gonna eat you up tonight!" He smiles at me as he backs out of the driveway, and | smile back, a bit 
uneasily. | hate it when Randall tries to flirt with me; I've known him nearly all my life, and | can't imagine 


myself in a relationship with him. Plus that, he's almost thirty, and he has a girlfriend. Sick. 


When we arrive at the Rainbow, | feel my heart rate quicken Randall parks his car and we get out, crunching 


the gravel beneath our feet as we walk forward. We hand in our tickets and go inside. 


London's already onstage, blasting a cover of the Stooges’ "Search and Destroy". Those who aren't too smashed 
to stand are on their feet, screaming the lyrics and pumping their fists, cheering. | blend in with the crowd, 
losing Randall as | make my way to the front. | think Nikki sees me, but I'm not sure. | could just be another 


face in the crowd to him; after all, we haven't spoken or seen each other in seven days. 


After the show, | head backstage with the rest of the crowd, pausing at the entrance to let Randall catch up 
with me. We all surge into the dark, smoky back of the Rainbow, plopping ourselves down on the leather 
couches and getting comfortable, waiting for London to arrive. | lean against a wall and halfway close my eyes, 


trying to look much older than | actually am. At least I'm not the only guy in here wearing makeup. 


At length, London appears: Nigel, curly-haired and laughing; John, with a girl on each arm; Lizzy, his hair teased 
to the skies; Nikki, hands wrapped around a bottle of Jager. Randall looks at me. 


"You gonna introduce me?" he asks. | shrug. 


"Maybe." I'm not too keen on going straight up to Nikki; | want him to notice me first. Still, | stand up from the 
slightly slouching position I've assumed, and | step out a bit. 


A moment later Nikki notices me-l think Its really hard to tell with all these people in the room. He's walking 
towards me, smiling; lifts his hand and waves once. | lift my hand to wave back.. but then he stops. He's 
pausing in front of some skinny blond girl, probably the same one that looks like Vince Wharton, and she's 


putting one manicured hand on his shoulder and saying something; her shoulders are shaking with laughter. He 
tilts his head to one side, watching her, his emerald-gray eyes sweeping over her face; then, suddenly, they 
flick to me. He narrows them slightly and nods once at me, then says something to the blond girl that makes 
her take her hand off his shoulder and step back. He walks past her and comes up to me, and for the first 
time all night he looks genuinely happy. 

"Hey, Lee," he says. "Wasn't sure if you'd show up.’ 


Meaning he didn't see me in the crowd. Which is okay, but he probably also didn't see me back here at first.. 


which means he was smiling at the girl. Not me. Waving at her... and not me. 

"Sixx," | start, and l'm surprised and a little embarrassed by how shaky my voice is coming out. He looks at me 
strangely for half a second, his face flashing with what could be called concern, then he puts his hand on my 
shoulder. | can feel the heat radiating off his body. 

"What's wrong, kid?" 

| swallow. "Um... it's just.. that girl you were talking to? Who is she?" 

"I don't know, just some groupie who shows up at all our concerts. Why?" 

"A-are you.. | mean.. with her?" 

He tilts his head, looking confused. For a second | think he doesn't get what | mean, but then he steps back a 
little, and | can tell he does. He frowns, reaching down to grip my hand and dragging me to the bathroom. He 
flicks the light on and locks the door. 

"Goddammit, Lee," he snarls. "Why the hell would | be with her? I'm not into chicks. Never have been" 


"But... you... You smiled at her-" 


He grips me by the shoulders, pushing me back against the wall. | can feel the cold tile pressing against my 
back, and a brief wave of fear rushes through me. 


| was smiling at you, fuckhead! | walked back there all hot an’ sweaty and | wasn't feeling too great, and then | 
saw my gorgeous, pure boyfriend and | knew everything would be okay." His throat muscles constrict downward 
as he swallows, and he looks like it physically hurt him to say that. 

I'm still stuck on one word. "You said I'm your boyfriend..2" 


Another strange look, though this one is more like he's trying not to smile. 


"Yeah...? What else would you be?" 


Suddenly I'm feeling better than | have all evening. | lean forward and wrap my arms around his waist, and 
again | feel him tense briefly-but then he relaxes and kisses my forehead and murmurs something about 
drugs in his apartment in a low, soothing rumble. | nod and let him lead me out, barely even glancing at Randall 


as we walk past him. 
Nikki 


Jesus, Lee is so fucking innocent. It's beautiful and it's different, but Nikki's not sure how long it'll last. He's had 
his share of guys, and he knows how cruel heartbreak can be-though usually he's not on the receiving end of 
it. He knows Tommy's a virgin, and intends to take it fairly slowly for his sake, but he also knows that Lee is 
going to get sick of him. Everyone does eventually. He can't help it-he's arrogant and self-centered and 
controlling and cruel and sadistic; it's just the way he is. Lee might admire him now, but come a few weeks 


down the road and the kid is literally going to be begging to leave. 

Nikki sighs. Lee's a good kid. Its too bad he had to get dragged in with him. He reaches over and takes Tommy's 
hand, and he smiles at him, lightly kissing his shoulder. "Oh, Sixx.." he sighs, but not in an / want something way. 
Nikki smiles back briefly, but his thoughts are still dark. 


It really is too fucking bad. 


China White and Listerine 


We head back to his apartment, the cool night air brushing against our hot skin, and | can't help but stare at 
him as we walk. | still am having trouble wrapping my head around the fact that we're actually together; that 
this isn't just some wild fantasy l'm having. 


"Nikki," | say, and he kind of inclines his head as an indication that he's listening. "Uh... | just wanted to thank 


you... 


"For what?" 


l'm blushing, glad he's not looking at me. “Putting up with me," | say quietly. "| know I'm irritating, and you could 
be with anyone, really.” 


His eyes slide over for half a second, then he looks away. "You're fine, Lee," he mutters. "If you got on my 


nerves, I'd let you know." 


| don't doubt it. | swallow; squeeze his hand. In the moonlight, shadows are created under his eyes; his 
cheekbones look sharper than usual. He looks tense, angry, but | don't want to ask what's wrong, because | 


don't feel like getting yelled at. 

When we reach his house, we go inside, past the other dealers, up to his room. He unlocks the door and lets 
me in, and immediately | sit on the bed, letting out a sigh. He smiles a little, dropping his key and walking over 
to stand next to me. His hand slides on my shoulders, and he says: 


"| got some China White earlier today... y'wanna share?" 


"China White." It sounds familiar, but | can't place it. Nikki nods, then walks over to his dresser and pulls out a 
Ziploc bag. Inside, there's a long, thin line of a powdery white substance. 


"Yeah." He lays the substance out on the blanket, and makes me wait for him to get what he calls "the 
necessities": aluminum foil, a piece of rolled-up paper, a lighter. He scoops it up, spreads it over the foil, rounds 
the paper over the line, and clicks the lighter on. | can't tell what he's doing, but a moment after he touches 
the fire to the China White, he breathes in through his paper funnel, and a quiet, satisfied sigh escapes his 
lips. He looks up at me, and his expression is soft, sleepy. 

"Your turn," he says, handing me the funnel. 

"What is it?" | ask, leaning over with my nostril pressed to the opening of the paper. 


"Sheroin," he mumbles, lighting it up. "Now breathe in" 


Automatically, | take a breath, though I'm kind of freaking out; heroin's different from coke, darker, and I've 
heard stories, floating around school, about the ways heroin can fuck you over. For a second, I'm high, higher 
than I've ever been, and it feels great; then my stomach jerks and | have to fly to the bathroom, vomit 
spraying between my fingers as | clasp my hand over my mouth. | plunge my head down the toilet, throwing 
up, not caring if | get it all over myself, and shit, | feel sick, l'm fucking dying.. 


Nikki's arms come over my shoulders. He pulls his fingers through my hair, holding it back, presses his other 
palm against my forehead. "All right, Lee," he says quietly, as my spine arches back against his stomach. "Get 
it out.. s'gonna be okay...” 


Eventually, | stop, though more because there's nothing left to throw up than anything else. Shaking, | lean back 
against him. My mouth tastes like a swamp, and my head is throbbing. He leans over slightly to flush the 
toilet, then comes back and holds me again, soothing me quietly, whispering indistinguishable words in my ear. 
And then he helps me up, leads me over to the sink, where | rinse out my mouth while he finds some Listerine 
and pours it in a plastic cup. | swish around with that, then spit it out and rinse again. Nikki waits until I'm 
done, leaned against the wall with his hands in his pockets, then helps me back to bed. | lie down, exhausted, and 
he curls behind me, his lips brushing my neck. 

"Sorry, Nikki," | say. | don't know why | feel ashamed; technically its not my fault, but still.. 

"Don't," he says, sounding tired. "Don't ever apologize for shit that aint your fault.” 

| can feel tears forming in my eyes. "I'm not good enough, Sixx. You shouldn't be with me, | don't know shit-" 
"Listen to me," he interrupts. "I don't give a fuck whether you're a king dealer or a homeless asshole; if | see 
something in you, | will stay with you. And fucker, | ike you. All right? | like how you don't know shit about 
drugs, or anything about my world, really; | like teaching you shit. And besides.. you're a musician, and you like 
London. What more could | want?" | can hear him smiling, and | can't help but smile back. 


"Okay, Sixx," | say. 


"Okay," he says quietly. He strokes my sides, and we're quiet after, for a long time, just lying there, just him 


and me. 


| think this just might work out. 


So Long and Goodnight 


Author's Notes: 
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Nikki 


He wakes up, and Lee is still asleep beside him, his sinewy arms draped out in front of him. Sleeping, he looks 
much older than eighteen. Nikki smiles faintly, then frowns. Shit, he can't believe he gave the kid China fucking 
White; how stupid is he, to have forgotten the effect heroin has on first-time users? He should have just shot 
Lee up; maybe he'd have passed out and not been aware of getting sick. Or he could have warned him, at 
least.. fucking hell. He knows Lee doesn't care, knows the kid will continue to stay with him-for now, anyway- 


but still, Nikki feels guilty. And he doesn't necessarily like that. 


Tommy's stirring now, shifting in Nikki's arms. Hurriedly, the bassist shuts his eyes, because, for some reason, 


he doesn't want to seem awake when Lee first opens his. 
Tommy Lee 


When | wake up, Nikki is lying beside me, still sleeping, his soft black hair falling over his makeup-srmudged 
eyelids. | don't know how he feels about being woken up, but | can't help myself-I have to kiss him. So | do, and 


his eyes open, and he smiles, bringing one hand around behind my head and pulling me closer, kissing me back. 
"Morning, Lee," he murmurs. 


"Morning" | reach up and run my fingers over his lips, and he shuts his eyes and swallows hard. Then he opens 
them again and, in one fluid motion, has me pinned back against the mattress, his rough fingers clasped over 
my wrists, mouth on mine in a sweaty, heated kiss. For half a second, | have a sense of exactly how powerful 
Nikki is, and I'm almost afraid, but the feel of his skin on mine is making it really hard to concentrate, so 


eventually | forget about it and just focus on him, on the way his crotch is slowly hardening against mine. 


And then he's planting soft, fast kisses on me, on the corners of my lips, on my cheeks, on my nose. I'm dizzy, 
weak with lust; a sort of fog has come over my vision Between kisses, he's speaking, and | have to focus really 


hard to understand him: 
"Lee... | have.. an idea." His voice is husky, intimate. "You should introduce me to your family.. and I'll ask them 
if you can come live here." He pauses and looks down at me, gauging my reaction. Apparently my expression 


pleases him, because his eyes soften and he leans down and kisses me again. 


When he pulls away, | say, "A-are you serious?" 


"About you moving in me? Yeah, kid, I'm pretty fuckin’ serious." 

| swallow. "W-why?" 

He snorts a little. "Because you're my boyfriend, and | want you with me..? | mean, if you don't wanna come 
here, I'll understand." He raises his eyebrow, and | feel a flush rising up on my cheeks. Hurriedly | link my 
arms around his neck, pulling him down to me and kissing him. He lets out a grunt of surprise and kind of jerks 
back, staring at me, a strange expression on his face. 


"Shit, Lee, tryin’ to break my fuckin’ neck?" 


‘Sorry, sorry, sorry," | whine, blushing. "I just.. | wanna move in with you. | didn't want you to think | didn't 


want to." 

He sighs quietly. "Great, kid. I'm glad. When d'you wanna go and tell them?" 

| swallow. "Today..." 

And he nods. “All right." He rolls off me, and a rush of cold air hits my body. He slides off the mattress and 
pulls a black tank top over his pale torso. He puts on leather pants and a jacket, covering his tattoos. Then he 
looks over at me. 

‘Lee, do your parents know about me?" 

| shake my head, pulling a shirt on. "They don't even know I'm gay.’ 

"Imagine the looks on their faces when you walk in with a fucking junkie who says he's been fucking their 
precious son up the ass, then" Nikki laughs, and | laugh too, standing up and slipping on some jeans. | step into 
my Converse, and he reaches down and takes my hand. 

"Lead the way," he says, nodding at the door. | swallow. It occurs to me that my parents are not gonna be 
happy with me. Fuck, I'm not even sure if I'm happy. | have no clue what the hell I'm doing here; it's all moving 


so fast. 


And then Nikki sort of pinches my wrist. "Kid? You with us?" he asks, and | give myself a little shake. This is 


Nikki Sixx we're talking about. OF course | know what l'm doing. 


‘Let's go," | say, and we walk out together. 


We have to take the bus out to my place, because | live out in the Valley, closer to the La Brea Tar Pits than 


to the Strip. Nikki pays and we sit near the front, avoiding the glaring businessmen and harried-looking mothers 
in the back He keeps his fingers laced tightly in mine, gently rubbing his thumb against the back of my hand. | 
can't tell if he's nervous, or if he knows | am and is trying to calm me down. 


"Nikki," | say quietly, "what if they tell us no?" 


"Fuck ‘em," he replies, staring straight ahead. "You're eighteen, Lee. They can't really control what you do, not 


anymore." 


| wish | had his confidence, his charisma. | snuggle a little closer to him as we ride, and he smiles faintly, giving 


my hand a little squeeze. 

When we reach my stop, we get off, and Nikki takes his hand out of mine. "Where's your house, Lee?" he asks, 
and | nod in the direction of my neighborhood. It's about two blocks away, and as we walk, | can't keep from 
staring at him, looking all mysterious and lovely in the sunlight. When we're nearly at my place, | stop, and so 
does he. 

"Is this it?" he asks, pointing at the house in front of us. 

| shake my head. "No, but | need to tell you some things before you meet my mom and dad." 

He sticks his hands down into his pockets. "Shoot" 


"All right, well.. you can't curse. You can't mention drugs. You can't talk about sex. You can‘t-" 


"Lee," Nikki interrupts. "Why th’ fuck are you freaking out? What d'you think I'm gonna do? | ain't stupid; | know 


how to make a good impression" 

| feel myself blushing. "I just." 

He shakes his head. He's starting to look irritated again. "C'mon," he says. "Let's just go to your house and tell 
your parents, all right?" He reaches his hand out, folding his fingers in the spaces between mine. | lead him a 


ways down the street, and we walk up my driveway. | reach out and ring the doorbell, and we wait. 


A moment later my sister, Athena, answers the door. Her eyes take in Nikki, tall and hairsprayed and gorgeous, 
and she giggles a little. 


"Athena, are Mom and Dad home?" | ask, pulling my hand out of Nikki's before she can notice our intertwined 


fingers. "I need to talk to them." 
She nods, her eyes still glued to my boyfriend. He gives her a charming half-smile and says: 


"You must be Lee's sister." 


Another nod. More giggling. | don't think I've ever wanted to kill her half so much as | do now. | walk inside and 
find Mom sitting at the kitchen table, drinking coffee; Dad beside her, reading the newspaper. Nikki follows me, 
keeping his fingers hooked almost casually through my belt loops. Athena is directly behind us; | don't know how 
she hasn't yet noticed how close we are, how intimately we're touching. 

"Mom, Dad," | say, "I want to introduce you to someone." 


"Thomas," my dad says, without looking up. "Where have you been?" 


"| stayed over at Randall's. | told you that" | glance at Nikki, but he looks impassive, almost bored. Swallowing, | 
try again: 


"| wanna introduce-" 

"Ever since your eighteenth birthday, you've been gone from this house," my dad continues, as though | 
haven't spoken. "We need you here, Thomas. Your responsibilities as a son, and as a student, come before your 
need to play around as a teenager. Understand me?" 


"Yes, sir," | grind out, my cheeks heating up again. 


Then Nikki steps forward, shooting me a brief glance over his shoulder before turning to face my dad. "Mr. 
Lee," he says, in that cool, almost-angry voice he has, the one that sends chills straight down my spine. 


"You wouldn't listen to your son, maybe you'll listen to me." 
"Who are you?" my dad asks. 
"Nikki Sixx," he says. "Your son's boyfriend.” 


| am shocked that he just came right out with it, but at the same time, I'm glad | don't have to say anything. 
Behind us, Athena lets out a surprised yelp; my mother finally looks up from her coffee; my dad just stares. 


"When the hell did you go fag?" he asks me finally. 


My cheeks flame up. "I've known | was gay since | was fourteen," | say angrily, "and | want to move in with 
Nikki, because | love him." 


Nikki shoots me a quick, startled look, but | don't know whether it's because of the outright way | told my dad 


| want to move in with Sixx, or if it's because | incorporated love, which is a huge deal, into the equation. 


"You want to move out of this house," my father says slowly, "so that you can go live in sin with another 


man?" 


| draw myself up to my full height of b'l". "Yes," | say, and | watch my mother's face crumple. My father's 


expression is stony; he turns from me and says: 

"Go get your shit, then You are no son of mine." 

| go upstairs; pack my stuff. There isn't much, just my jeans and shirts and boxers and a few editions of 
Rolling Stone. | throw it all into a duffel bag; head back downstairs. Nikki's waiting for me, looking tense; he holds 
his hand out and | take it. 


"Bye, Athena," | say. My sister waves, looking sad. | head for the table, but the stoniness of my father's 


expression stops me. 

"Bye, Mom and Dad," | say. 

‘Oh, Thomas.." my mother breathes, tears filling her eyes. "Wherever did we go wrong?" 

Anger twists in my chest, making heat rise up on my cheeks. | head for the door without replying, and Nikki 
follows, still holding my hand. We go outside, but not until we are nearly at the bus stop do | break down, 
turning in Nikki's arms, sobbing against his chest. Again, he tenses, but he doesn't push me away, just strokes 
my hair. 

"Shh... Lee, s'alright.. hey, you have me now, you don't need them...” 

He's right, of course. | lift my head and offer him a shaky smile, and he kisses my trembling, tear-stained lips. 
"Nikki," | say, "I really do love you.." 


He nods; kisses me again. His eyes are a bit distant, and he looks, for a moment, almost sad, 


| know you do, kid," he murmurs, stroking my hair, my back. "I know." 


The Happiest Ive Ever Been 


Author's Notes: 
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A few weeks later, | am woken up one morning in the typical way of him waking me; soft, warm lips pressing 


gently against the slope of my shoulder, a hand resting in my hair. 
"Lee," he murmurs into my ear, lightly stroking my side. "I'm sorry to wake you up, but | got you a surprise...” 


| stir, rolling over with my eyes halfway open, and find him hovering over me, soft black hair hanging into my 
face. When he sees me looking up at him, he smiles and leans down to kiss me. 


"Morning..." 


"G'morning, Nikki," | say quietly, sitting up. He sits beside me, a plastic bag hanging between his legs. His hand 
comes out and lightly strokes the hair from my face, and | think, this is the happiest Ive ever been 


Over the past few weeks, ever since | moved in with him, he's been purely amazing. He's taken me on a few 
drug runs, but mostly we sit inside and make out, or go to the Strip and hang with his friends, or | go see him 
do gigs with London at clubs. There's only one thing about him that bothers me-not that I'd ever complain-and 
that is his cold distancing from me whenever | try to ask him about himself. I've told him everything about 
me-how I'm half Greek, how | was in the marching band last year and got my nose smashed by a cymbal, how 
this is my first sexual relationship ever-but he won't talk about himself at all, aside from that he's always 
been on the move and he loves his grandmother, Nona. | want to know why he deals, why he stiffens when | 
touch him, why he refuses to fuck me even though he knows l'm ready. But | can wait. Its Nikki Sixx, for 
Christ's sake. For him, I'd wait forever. 


"What's in the bag?" | ask after a while, leaning into his touch. 

"Sthe surprise," he says, reaching down. "You gotta shut your eyes though, all right?" 

Obediently | shut my eyes, holding my hands out. There's a pause, then some soft material is placed in my 
arms. | look down, and a surprised gasp leaves my lips. It's a costume for Halloween, which is tomorrow, it's 
Mighty Mouse. 


"Nikki," | say, surprised and pleased. "You remembered." 


"Of course | did," he says, lifting the head of the costume and perching it on my knee, where it balances 
precariously, just short of falling. "The tattoo, Lee, c'mon. Stares at me all the time when I'm trying to get to 


sleep." 


"Maybe you shouldn't be staring at my arm when we're in bed, Nikki," | reply, slipping the head on and grinning, 


even though he can't see me. 


There's a pause, then Nikki laughs, sounding surprised. "I'll remember that for next time," he says, reaching 


over and squeezing my leg. 


"Do you have a costume?" | ask, pulling the head off. Nikki nods, reaching into the bag again and pulling out a 


cape; devil horns. 


lm Satan," he says, grinning. "The bass playing drug dealer from hell" We both laugh, and he kisses me. "You'll 


come to the party tomorrow, yeah?" 


| don't know what party he's talking about, but | nod anyway. He smiles for a second, then wraps his arms 
around me and pushes me back against the bed. His dusky emerald eyes look sad, but he's not volunteering 
information and I'm not going to ask. He puts his hands on each side of my head and covers my body with his. 
"You're too good for me, Lee," he whispers. "You should be with a guy who won't treat you like shit-" 


"Sixx," | say, interrupting him for the first time. "Please stop putting yourself down. | dont want anyone else. 


You're it for me. | love you, you know that. And you don't treat me like shit." 
"Not yet." Nikki says under his breath, but he smiles a little bit, and dips his head to kiss the hollow of my 


neck. After that, | lose myself in his sensual touches, and by the time we get hungry and go out for lunch, I've 


pretty much forgotten about our earlier conversation. 


The following evening, we get dressed and head down to the Roxy, where the apparent party is. People are 
going inside, some of whom | recognize despite their extravagant costumes. Nikki is dressed as the devil, and 
when he reaches down to take my gloved hand, | can't help but laugh, thinking of what it must look like-Mighty 


Mouse and Satan. 


As we approach the door, Lizzy Grey comes up. He's dyed his hair an almost silvery shade of platinum blond, 


and he's smiling at us. 

"Sixx," he says, inclining his head. "Who's under the suit?" 

| remove my hand from Nikki's in order to take the head off. Lizzy lets out a surprised laugh. 
"Wasn't expecting to see you here," he says. "It's Lee, right?" 


"Tommy Lee, actually," | reply, holding my hand out. We shake, and he says: 


"So has Sixx shown you the bodies under his bed yet?" 


Nikki laughs shortly and starts to reply, but | cut him off-because l'm feeling good, because he seems like he's 
in a relatively good mood, because Lizzy seems geruinely interested in me: 


"Yeah, and it was utterly terrifying.” 
Lizzy looks amused. "Maybe you should come stay with me for a while, then, just to be on the safe side." 


‘Maybe | will," | reply, surprised by my own daring. It isn't until Nikki's fingers close around my wrist tightly 
that | think | might be making a mistake. 


"C'mon, Lee," he grunts. "We gotta go in" He heads for the door, and | follow automatically, waving over my 


shoulder at Lizzy. 

Once we're inside, he drops any semblance of a sanguine mood he might have been imitating and drags me to 
the bathroom. A brief flash of fear runs like electricity through my chest; he's got that look on his face 
again, and | get the feeling it's somehow my fault. He slams the bathroom door shut, locks it, and shoves me 


against the wall, 


"Listen to me," he snarls, gripping the collar of my costume. "You don't fucking flirt with my friends, 


understand?" 
| think my mouth falls open. "| wasn't-" 


"You don't make a fool out of me in front of them, either," he continues angrily. "Don't fucking interrupt me 


when l'm talking to my band mates." 

"He was talking to me, too," | protest. | can't figure out why this is such a big deal. "Nikki, | wasn't flirting-" 
And then, abruptly, he slams his fist into the side of my face. My head hits the door and | let out a yelp, 
feeling tears well up in my eyes. There is a heavy, burning pain on my cheekbone; | know, | just know, that I'm 
going to have a major bruise later. 


"Put the fucking costume head on," he snarls. "Don't talk for the rest of the evening. Y‘understand?" 


| nod. I'm shaking. | put the head on, covering the swollen bruise, the shining tears. | keep expecting him to say 
he's sorry, but he just unlocks the door and slips out, without even waiting to see if I'm following. 


Nikki 


Fuck. He hit Lee. He can't believe he actually lost control like that. Flirting with Lizzy Grey? How the hell did he 


even come up with that? For Christ's sake, the kid barely even flirts with him. He knows he needs to apologize, 
but he isn't going to; not now, anyway. Lee did interrupt him, after all.. 


He looks at the kid He's drinking punch-Nikki gets the feeling it's infused with alcohol-and his shoulders are 
tense beneath the wool of his costume. Even though he knows Lee will stay, he can't help worrying-he likes 


the kid, actually likes him, and can't bear to think of losing him. 


And then he remembers the look in Lee's eyes when he hit him. And he curses himself for getting pleasure 
from it. 


This is Gonna Hurt 


The rest of the party is spent in uncomfortable, awkward silence. | keep my costume head on to avoid 
questions, but inside, | can't stop crying. The cloth is getting steamed up, and I'm sweating, but | don't dare 
leave, not without Nikki. And right now, | have no idea where he is. 


Eventually | walk over to a dusty couch and sit on it, tilting my head back and shutting my eyes. | can't 
understand why Nikki hit me; | wasn't flirting with Lizzy Grey, at least not consciously, and | didn't mean to 
humiliate him. Then | think about how | interrupted him, and suddenly | remember it: the way his irises 
darkened, the clenching of his jaw. 


Inside my costume, | start shaking again 


| don't open my eyes again until almost half an hour later, when | hear footsteps approaching. | look up, half 


hoping to see Nikki, but instead | see Nigel Benjamin, lead singer of London, 
"Hey," he says to me. "Can | sit here? This party is fucking insane." 


| nod, moving slightly to give him room. He sits and rests his beer on his knee, shaking the sweaty curls from 


his eyes. For a while he doesn't speak, but then he turns, a curious expression on his face. 
"Hey... Lizzy told me Sixx's boyfriend was here tonight in a Mighty Mouse suit.. are you him?" 


My throat closes up; my heart jerks. | don't want to tell Nigel who | am; | barely even know him. | stand up, 
shaking so badly that | almost knock the beer off his knee. Nigel frowns. 


"Are you all right?" 


Dizzily, | stumble backwards, fear catching in my chest and blurring my vision. It's way too hot in this suit. 
Nigel's voice sounds to me from far off, but | don't bother trying to understand him, | just keep going. 
Eventually | turn around and locate the door, and then l'm out, and damn if | don't feel better than | have all 
evening. | take the head off; pitch it into a trashcan. The cool night air hits my bruise and makes it sting, but | 
ignore it and start walking. | tell myself | don't need to wait for Nikki; | know my way back to Wilshire... | think. 


l'm almost to Santa Monica Boulevard before | realize there's something wrong. Heart pounding, | turn, but | 
don't see anything, so | shake it off and keep going.. and then they attack me, their knees in my back, heels 
digging into my ass. One of them has a knife, and | can feel it pressing hard against my throat, cold steel 
trying to pierce my flesh. The shaking's started again, worse than before. 


"Little boy," one of them hisses into my ear, "where are you going all alone so late at night?" 


"W-who are y-you?" | manage, and feel the knife cut into me. Fuck, it stings, and | can't help it, | scream. The 


one closest to me starts laughing, his breath hot and smelling of tobacco. | can feel his cock, hard and denim- 
clad, pressing against my back. 


‘Oh, we've got a masochist," he starts, and | don't like how he says it, but before he can continue, | hear a 


much more familiar voice, one which chills me as much as it relieves me: 
"Fuckin let him up, fags." 


Immediately | feel their bodies leave mine, though | don't dare move. The guy who called me a masochist 


speaks again, his voice considerably less cruel. 
"Nikki! | didn't realize you knew him-" 
"Of course | fuckin’ know him," Nikki snarls. "Get up, Lee." 


| scramble to my feet, touching the hollow of my throat, drawing away the sticky heat of blood. Nikki's eyes 


travel from my cheek to my neck, and suddenly he whirls on my attackers. 
"You fucking cut him?!" he roars. "I'll fucking kill you, you dog-faced faggots!" He's blazing; I've never seen him 
so angry. He takes a step forward, and my attackers stumble backwards. | see the glint of the knife in one of 


their pockets, and | wonder briefly why they don't use it. 


Nikki gets right in their faces, that same deadly cold look in his eyes from earlier, when he hit me. "Touch him 
again, come anywhere near him again, and | promise, | will fucking kill you.” 


They nod frantically, still backing up. One of them looks at me as they are leaving and says: 

Sorry...” 

| don't answer. My face is burning; I'm still shaking. Once they're gone, Nikki turns to me. 

"Lee," he starts, but | can't listen because my ears are ringing, my head spinning. | double up and retch into 
the bushes, making my cut throb. He kneels next to me and puts his hand between my shoulder blades, keeping 
me balanced as | throw up. When I'm done, | look over at him, still flushed, still ashamed. 


"Nikki," | say hoarsely, "I'm sorry...” 


"Don't fucking apologize, Lee," he mutters. "Wasn't your fault." He slides his hand in mine; hauls me to my feet. 
"Let's go home, kid," he says, and we head back towards Wilshire. 


"Who were those people?" | ask as we walk, leaning against him for support. 


"Just some clients of mine.. real fuckin’ assholes," Nikki mutters. "Don't... don't ever go outside at night without 


me again, Lee. All right?" He's staring straight ahead as usual, his voice raw and rough, but there's something 
in his eyes, something like.. fear? It occurs to me then that Nikki was scared for me, that he was afraid he 
might lose me. | squeeze his hand and skip a little, and he laughs shortly. 


"All right, Nikki," | say. "I wont." 


"Good, kid," he murmurs quietly, glancing over at me for a second before turning back to the road. "That's 


good." 


Conflict 
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By the time we get back to Wilshire, I'm exhausted. Nikki lets me lean on him, supporting my weight with his 
arm as he pushes the apartment door open A guy with long, greasy hair—presumably another dealer- 
approaches us, a gapped-tooth grin on his face, a baggie full of white powder in his hand. 


"Sixx," he says, and inclines his head briefly at me, "I got some Persian; y'wanna share?" 


His upper lip curls and a flash of disgust crosses his face. "Persian is the cheapest shit heroin," he says. "Aint 
no way in hell I'm sharing that with you." 


The guy gives him an injured look. "Fine." His gaze swivels to meet mine. "What about you?" 
| am tired; too tired to reply. | look up at Nikki, and his grip on me tightens. 


"Lee doesn't use heroin," he snaps. "He just went through a hell of a lot more than he deserves; leave him th' 
fuck alone." He turns me away and leads me to the stairs. When we are halfway there, he pauses and leans me 
back against the wall, cupping my jaw with one hand, trailing his other fingers slowly down my injured cheek, 


making me shiver. 


"Lee," he says quietly. "l.. uh.." His green eyes lock onto mine, a rarity, and | feel my breath catch in my 
throat. "Are you gonna be okay?" His skin on mine is warm, soothing. Repeated strokes are causing my brain to 
go fuzzy; l'm forgetting what happened, forgetting everything. | tremble beneath his touch, but its for an 


entirely different reason than earlier. 


‘lm fine, Nikki," | murmur, reaching out and putting my hand on his side. For once, he doesn't tense, just takes 
it, his face inches from mine. There are tears shining in his eyes, and | reach up with my free hand to wipe 


them away. 


"Really," | whisper, "I'm all right, Sixx." And then | lean in, and he leans forward, and our lips connect at the 
seams. There is nothing between us now, nothing but feelings and heat and unspoken apologies. His hips rock 
against mine, and suddenly, | feel a rush of lust, strong and lightning-hot, between my legs. | reach between us 
and grab his crotch, and feel his hardness swollen beneath his jeans. He gasps into my mouth, and pulls away 


from me, eyes glazed over. 


"Let's go," he says hoarsely, taking my hand in his again and almost dragging me up the stairs. We reach his 
room and he fumbles with the key for a moment before fitting it into the lock and opening the door. Once it's 


locked again, he shoves me against the wall, attacking my mouth with his. | have never felt him be this 


passionate, this aggressively sexual. He shoves his leq between mine, and | groan 

His fingers slip under the hemline of the top of my costume, and he starts slipping it over my head. Once it's 
off, | work on his cape and jeans while he tugs off the pants. When we're standing there with nothing on but 
our boxer shorts, he slides his hands slowly down my sides, until he is cupping my ass, and fuses our mouths 
together again, working my lips slowly, gently. He backs up, taking me with him, running his tongue against mine 
as he pushes me back onto the familiar, soft mattress. | hook my legs around his waist, and he stares down 
into my eyes, his expression soft. 

"Christ, Lee.. how did | ever get you?" he whispers, and then he slips his hand below the waistband of my 


boxers and wraps his fingers around me, stroking until I'm alive and hot in his palm, eyes halfway shut as my 


love for him blossoms. 


Afterwards, as | lie curled up in his arms, his chest rising and falling gently against my back, the phone rings. 
He makes a sleepy sound at the back of his throat, and | reach over and lift the receiver. 


"Hello?" 
"Hey, Tommy, its Randall! How have you been?" 


| am surprised to hear his voice; | haven't spoken to Randall since | moved in with Nikki and am unsure as to 


how he got the number. 

"Randall, hey," | reply. "I'm fine, thanks. You?" 

"Missing you," he says. "How's Nikki treating you?" 

| hesitate, thinking of the dark bruise on my cheek, of the way he slammed me against the bathroom wall. | 
remember the way his eyes flashed, grew dark-but there's also his arms around my waist, his lips brushing 
lightly against the nape of my neck. | can feel his heart beating in rhythm with mine, and confusion twists in 
my brain. 

"He's amazing," | say finally. "I fucking love him." 

"That's great, Tommy," says Randall. "I'm glad you're happy.” 


Nikki stirs against me, running his fingers through my hair. | swallow, shut my eyes. 


"| gotta go," | say, before softly hanging up the phone. Nikki Sixx rolls me over in his arms and kisses the tip of 
my nose, and | struggle to hold back a host of tears | don't understand. 


Danger (This is Hollywood) 


Author's Notes: 
This final chapter was written yesterday, after a seven-year hiatus from the story. | was eighteen when | 
wrote the first nine chapters, and l'm twenty-four now, so | had to change the tone somewhat and condense 


certain things, but | hope y'all enjoy anyway. 


Due to having to change Tommy's age for this site's rules, some of the wording towards the end of this 


chapter was changed from the original on Ficwad. 


“There's a letter here." A tight line appears between Nikki's eyebrows as he pulls it out. "Hs addressed to both 
of us." His mouth tenses. "It's from Randall.” 


My first instinct is to reach over and take it, but | manage to rein that in pretty quick. Sticking my hands in 
my jeans | watch him use one long fingernail to rip the envelope open at its top. He pulls the letter out, sticks 
the envelope in his own pocket. | wonder if he'll use it later to cut lines or snort his heroin. Or if he'll just burn 
it, watching the ashes and the sparks slide into the night on his balcony. Either way, | know I'm going to be in 
trouble because Randall knows our address, and because he had the audacity to write to us. Nikki can't stand 


him. | feel sick. 


His eyes scan the contents of the letter, lips moving silently for a moment over the words. When he rolls his 
eyes | begin to relax a little, when he hands the letter to me with a disgusted snort | know I'm in the clear. But 
when | start to read it myself he grabs my wrist and jerks me forward. 


"Not here," he snaps. "You read so fuckin’ slow, by the time you're done half the building's gonna try to sell to 
you." He pulls me in the direction of the stairs. "Come on" 


We leave the lobby, where the P.0. boxes are stacked in dirty rusted confusion beside a long-unmanned front 
desk, slathered in graffiti and skid marks of various unclean origins. Upstairs in his room it only smells 
marginally cleaner—sex, burnt metal, leather, unwashed shirts. The stench of a two-week old bowl under his 
bed, covered in the last dredges of yogurt he either forgot to wash out or simply couldn't be bothered. It 
always takes a few seconds to get used to the onslaught of odors when first walking in. But | know better now 


than to cover my nose. 


When he's locked his door behind us | sit on the edge of our still-urmade bed and read Randall's letter while 
Nikki puts up his leather jacket and goes into the bathroom. Dear Tommy, it says, and Niki: 


Please accept this cordial invitation fo my and Shen's Thanksgiving dinner. Sheri is his girlfriend, the one | can 
hardly believe exists at times. He barely talks about her; I'm surprised she's even being given credit in this 


letter. # will start at six-thirty on the twenty-fourth. Casual dress. Wear loose clothes! Then his and Sheri's 


address, and his looping signature. 


| set the letter down on the bedside table; walk into the bathroom. Nikki is doing his hair in the mirror; he's 
got a show in a few hours. Aquanet hisses from the can, clouds the small space. His free hand is in his hair, 
teasing at the ends with those long fingers, the nails painted jet black, the skin a little smeared with dye 
because he forgot to put gloves on last week when he was retouching his roots. His eyes are haunted in his 
reflection. He looks so exhausted | chance wrapping my arms around him. It makes him jerk, but he doesn't 
turn and hit me, so | count it as a win. 


"Shit, Lee..." 


| sigh into his skin. Sometimes it's hard to believe we've been together for a month and a half. | have no idea if 


| mean it feels like not enough time, or if it feels far, far too long. 
"So you want to go to Randall's party?" | ask him. 


He shrugs, which means yes. "If he behaves," he adds, a little darkly, which means if he doesn't talk to me 
without Nikki's explicit permission. If he doesn't look at me or laugh at my dumb jokes or do anything to 


insinuate there's something going on between us. 


"Hey," | say, keeping my tone gentle, trying so hard for levity it makes my chest ache. "It's gonna be 
Thanksgiving, Nikki. We have to count our blessings. Be thankful you're the one with this ten-inch," and | step 
back from him, gesture at my crotch. He stares at me for a few seconds, eyes tense and unwavering-then he 
laughs, that short, sharp sound like a dog barking, and he shakes his head, and turns back to the mirror. In 
spite of him-in spite of everything | know about him, he still looks like a goddamn angel. His hair like a halo in 
the too-bright fluorescent lighting. 


When he's done with his hair he takes my jaw in his hands and kisses me. As is usual of late it feels like 
something he's doing because he forgot he had to earlier, like another thing on some invisible checklist, but | 
take it-what choice do | have?-and | kiss him back. | don't touch him until he bumps our knees together, his 
signal. | tell myself its getting easier. He strokes my cheek with his thumb, and | shiver. 


"| love you," | say, when he pulls away from me. 
Y Y P Y 


He sighs. His eyes are momentarily on the hollow of my throat, where there's a tiny scar now, pale pink raised 
skin. "Yeah, kid," he murmurs, stepping back, turning to the door. "I know you do." 


Its been nearly a month since Halloween. The bruise on my cheek is faded, but there are others, far more 
conspicuous. Scattered down my arms where he's grabbed me because l'm not going fast enough, or l'm going 
too fast, or I'm going in the wrong room after a show, or I'm talking to the wrong person. On my leg when he 


pinched me under a table once because he was making a deal and | made some dumb comment. On my neck 


where he shoved me against a wall because he thought | was flirting with Lizzy Grey again (| was asking Lizzy 
if Nikki would want anything special for his birthday.) At least the neck one can be construed as sexual. I'm 
glad it's winter; I've been wearing nothing but long-sleeved shirts and jeans lately. 


I'm not stupid, | know | should leave. But he's Nikki Sixx, for fuck's sake. I'd be a fool to let this go. Besides, | 
have no other home. And | love him, in spite of it all, in spite of what he's done, in spite of what | know he will 
continue to do. In spite of the fear | feel when he gets that look in his eyes. Because there are other looks he 
gets too-the haunted dead look, when he thinks | don't see him. The exhaustion. The sadness | still don't know 
the origins of, will probably never know. The way he holds me at night after we've fucked. 


You can't change people. | know that. But most days, Nikki's hardly a person. 


On Thanksgiving we show up at Randall's. | haven't been to his house in a long time-he lives in Beverly Hills, 
near the house where they say that multimillionaire Jose Menendez lives with his wife and two sons. As we 
walk up the drive | count the cars-ten people, and growing. Nikki's hand is tense in mine, and | can tell he's 
already regretting this. | give his fingers a squeeze, and he turns to shoot me a look-don't. But when | try to 
pull my hand away he tightens his grip. It's an effort not to roll my eyes. 


Inside Randall is playing the part of gracious host-which, of course, | know he isn't, seeing as half the people 
here are Sheri's friends, not his. He's dressed like Clarence Darrow in his overlarge suit, his hair falling messily 
into his face. When he sees me and Nikki-or rather, when he sees me-his eyes light up. He ambles his way 


over to us and sweeps me into a huge bear hug. This isn't going to be good. 


"Hey, Randall," | say, struggling to get away from him. Behind me Nikki is making soft warning noises. When at 
last I'm able to extricate myself from Randall Nikki immediately sticks his hand out, nearly grabbing Randall's 


own to shake. 


"Thanks for inviting us," he says. His voice sounds like grinding ice. His eyes aren't much better-the color 
nearly drained from them, so that all that's left are twin circles of palest green, icebergs underwater. 


‘Its my pleasure," Randall says. He's still speaking more to me than Nikki. | don't really know what to make of 
the way he's looking at me-I know he dislikes Nikki almost as much as Nikki dislikes him, but he has no reason 
to suspect anything's amiss between us. And nothing is, not really. Nikki's just-controlling. He's told me that. It's 
not like I'm doing a fantastic job of remembering it. Instinctively | can feel my hands reaching to rub at the 
bruises under my sleeves, and | have to take Nikki's hand again to stop myself. But for once, he doesn't seem 


to mind. His thumb rubs in automatic circles against my skin, and as always | feel myself melting against him. 


Then Sheri walks up. She's beautiful, really; she looks enough like Carly Simon she could be her lovechild. I'd feel 
sorry for her for having Randall as a boyfriend if she wasn't... the way she is. Her eyes skate over me to fall 


on Nikki. Her mouth falls a little open-wet, circular ‘o'. Blowjob lips. | want to strangle her. 


"Excuse me," she says, "but are you Nikki Sixx?" 
"Yeah." 
"Like, from London?" 


"Yeah." He's laughing at her, but she doesn't notice. No one ever notices how cruel Nikki is when he puts that 


veneer on The devil could learn tricks from my boyfriend. 


"Oh, my god," Sheri says, and holds her hand out. "My name's Sheri Castellano. l'm Randall's girlfriend? | love 


your music, oh my god" 


He retrieves his hand from mine to shake hers. He holds her hand longer than he needs to. His fingers are like 
vices around hers-his hand could envelop her neck twice. | want to say something-but | have no idea what | 
would say. Instead | have to stand there watching as Nikki shakes Sheri's hand like he's got his fingers in her 
cunt. | have to watch as he flashes her that wiseass smirk he usually reserves for me when he's going to eat 


me out. 


| was at a concert of yours last week actually," Sheri is saying, ignoring or else just not noticing her newest 
guests come in. "You played like five Hendrix covers, | thought | was going to-" She kind of glances at me, like 
she's debating whether to say it, then plows on: "I thought | was going to come in my pants." 


l'm going to murder her. Nikki just laughs, soft and indulgent-he's heard far worse from other fans. Hell, he's 
done worse with other fans.. Just the thought of it has me turning, storming off into the kitchen. There are 
beer bottles already piling up in the sink, an open half-empty pizza box-even though its Thanksgiving!-on the 
counter. Randall is nowhere to be seen, presumably still entertaining Sheri's guests at the door, and | grab a 
Coke from the ice chest and swallow half of it in three gulps. The carbonation shoots straight into my gut and 
| burp, acid scorching my throat. | have to lean against the wall, press the can to my forehead. Despite it being 
about forty-five outside I'm sweating. 


Nikki finds me a while later, nursing my Coke, my hands shaking from hunger and the drink. He's got this look 


like he wishes he'd shot up before we came. 


"Jesus, that girlfriend's a trip," he mutters, leaning around me to grab a beer for himself. His eyes dart to my 


Coke and he snorts. "No one's gonna card you here, Lee," he says. "If you want a beer just take one." 


"| would have if | wanted one," | snap. It's not the smartest thing I've ever said, but | can't stop seeing him-the 


way he shook her hand. The way he let her flirt. And I've been beaten for talking. 
His eyes darken. "Hey," he starts. "What the fuck crawled up your-" 


"You can't flirt with other people in front of me and then tell me I'm not allowed-" I'm trying to keep my voice 
low, but even in the din of Randall's other guests | know I'm almost shouting. And | know that's far from my 


worst transgression. Nikki is staring at me like he's never seen me before. When he reaches between us to 
grab my forearm | think he's going to break my wrist. He's close enough to me to hide it, so to an outsider it 
might look like we're just talking, soft and intimate, like boyfriends should. But his eyes are like pitch, and he's 
breathing nearly through his teeth. 


"| can't?" 
| shake my head; I'm already almost crying, "I didn't mean-" 


He jerks my arm down. It brushes his crotch; | can feel he's half-hard through his jeans. | don't know if it 


sickens me or scares me or if l'm fucked up enough that it turns me on, too. 

"Shut the fuck up," he hisses, and then turns just as Randall comes up. His own brow is furrowed with concern. 
"Is everything all right?" 

Nikki doesn't even so much as glance my way. "I'm sorry," he says, "but Lee's sick, we have to go." 

"What?" Randall's eyes dart between us. "But you just got here-" 

I'm aware of how to tell time, yes,” Nikki says, cold. 

"We haven't even eaten yet-" 

"Lee is sick, | said," Nikki snaps, and tugs on my arm. 


"Yeah," | say. My voice comes out more shakily than | meant it to, but perhaps that only acts as a backup to 
Nikki's lie. "l'm sorry, Randall” 


He's still looking between us like he doesn't quite know what to say. "I, uh," he says, finally, frowning. "All right, 


well." He holds his hand out. "It was good to see you anyway, Tommy." 


"Yeah," | say, and don't shake his hand, because l'm not a complete idiot. His frown deepens, but he doesn't say 
anything else. Nikki leads me out, hand pressed to the small of my back, thumb digging into my spine. Outside 
the cold sends sharp shards of glass into my skin. | think for a moment of the turkey, the potatoes, the 
cranberry sauce even though l'm not a huge fan of it-and then | think of Sheri talking about getting wet for 
Nikki's bass solos, and | stumble onto the driveway. The door shuts behind us. 


Nikki isn't so angry with me he'll hit me in front of Randall's house-but it's a close thing. We walk to the bus 
stop, where thankfully one is just pulling up, and ride back out to Nikki's street. He's quiet, dark profile against 
the streetlights. The expression on his face makes him look like a film noir villain | don't know what to do-how 
to calm this situation. | don't know what he's going to do. | wish | could just take his hand, except that it's 

tainted with her, and even though I'm not supposed to be angry over it | can't help myself, it's like stewing in 


my chest. If | took drugs, if | was worthy enough of him for that, | would just suggest we shoot up when we 
get home. Nikki on heroin is so mellow he's almost a different person. But he'd see right through that if | tried 
it. So | keep my mouth shut, and soon we're at his street, and then we're at his apartment. One of his dealer 
friends is slumped over the front steps, snorting coke off a handheld mirror, the owner of which is going down 
on him, holding her hair out of the way as she swallows his cock down her throat. He sees me staring; he 


laughs, guttural ugly sound, sniffs violently, eyes bloodshot: 
"What the hell're you staring at, kid?" 


"Leave him alone," Nikki snaps, pulling me closer to his side. Inside we bypass the abandoned front desk and head 
straight upstairs and into the apartment. As soon as the door is closed he's slamming me into the wall. My 
heart is pounding so hard | think I'm having a heart attack. His arm comes up, closes over my throat. His eyes 
are caverns. I'm so terrified. He's snarling like an animal with his lip curled up over his teeth and he looks like 


he's going to rip my throat out and | want him to kill me. I'm having trouble breathing. 
"Don't," he spits, gunfire, "ever fucking tell me | can or cant do something again. Do you hear me?" 
"Yes—" 


His arm presses in harder. "And don't fucking interrupt me. You little shit Goddammit, Lee. You're such a 


fucking retard. You thought | was flirting with her. What the fuck do you think | am?" 


After a few seconds he gives me a shake, and | realize he wants an answer. | have to move my head so | can 


get enough air. "She said she almost came at your show," | manage. "And you laughed." 


"Because I'm maintaining a fucking fanbase," he snaps. "It has nothing to do with me wanting to fuck her-Jesus 


Christ. I've already told you | don't like women. What the fuck?" 


His arm is still throttling me. | can feel tears running down my face and | don't know if it's because l'm barely 
getting oxygen or if its because his logic is so tight, and | know it's wrong, and it makes sense anyway, and | 
want so badly to hate him for it, but | can't.. "You were touching her," | whisper, "you had her hand in yours 
for like fucking ever," and then, finally, he releases my throat so he can hit me. Hard. Punching my jaw with 
such force l'm surprised it doesn't crack. | know I'm going to have a bruise there for a long time, maybe some 
weeks. He's commendable for putting it where he could've easily sucked it in with his teeth and his tongue, 
drawing blood and fucking me. He should be fucking me now. Not hitting me like this. 


A sob escapes my throat. | can't help it. He shakes his head; he looks disgusted. He's stepped away a little, 
staring now at the spot where he hit me. "I was being polite," he snarls. "I was shaking her hand because that's 


what you do, Lee. Maybe when you grow up you'll learn that, too." 


Oh, my god. | want-I want-I can feel my hands curling into fists. | want to hit him-to kill him-l don't know 


what | want. I'm crying, and he's staring at me, and out of nowhere | hear myself saying: 


‘I'm grown up enough for you to fuck me, anyway," and | say, "Why won't you fuck me, Nikki? You can barely 


even fucking touch me when we're screwing around, why won't you just fuck" 


He grabs me again. Not quite by the throat, but close enough that it cuts me off mid-sentence. He turns me 
around by the shoulders, shoves me harder against the wall. | hear something crack in the cheap plaster. His 


voice by my ear snarling dark like the devil he says: 
"You really want me to fuck you?" and | can feel he's fully hard now where he's pressed against my ass. 


"I want you to fuck me," | say, sob, gasp. "You've never fucked me. You know I've been ready since the night 


we met and you won't even look at me-" 


"Goddammit, Lee," Nikki interrupts, slapping his hand over my mouth. "Do you ever shut up?" and | want to tell 
him yes, of course | do, whenever you ask for it, but he's already working my pants off, and his right behind, 
and when his fingers shove inside me barely slick with spit the pain of intrusion is such that | can't focus on 


anything at all. 


The week following, there's a show at the Roxy. The bruise on my jaw has blossomed into something 
crepuscular and ugly, violent stain on my skin, poisoned galaxy. Its a strain to pass it off as a hickey, but most 
of the people we interact with are either too strung out or too high or otherwise too amused at the idea of 
poor, innocent Tommy Lee being involved in bedroom activities to ask any questions. Also no one is stupid 


enough to ask Nikki any real detailed questions about anything regarding his personal life. 


When we arrive, Nikki heads straight backstage. No kiss goodbye, no last heated look Since we fucked last week 
he's been giving me the cold shoulder, as though it were me who coerced him into it, into having me against 
the wall like | was his one-night stand. It's almost as if he's angry that we had sex, although that doesn't make 
any sense, because it isn't as if we've been virginal up to this point. But he disappears, and | move to stand 
against the wall, away from the already drunk crowd pressing up sweating and exhaustive towards the stage. 
Let some girl catch Nikki's sweat on her forehead. | could give a fuck. 


l'm nursing a Dr. Pepper and wondering if Nikki would even notice if | were to just go back home when | feel a 
hand on my shoulder. I'm almost hoping it's Nikki, ready to apologize, but it's Randall-of course it's Randall. Who 
else could it possibly be? | glance towards the stage-London haven't come out yet, so I'm safe, but | don't 
want to talk to him. He's leaning in already too close, as he always does, as he always has. His breath is hot on 


my cheek. He's been drinking. 
"| need to talk to you," he says, lips almost against my ear. "Outside." 
| can talk to you fine right here," | say, but he shakes his head, points to his ears. Reluctantly | let him lead 


me through the crowd and out the door onto a side street shrouded in darkness. He's hunched in at his 


shoulders, hair hanging into his face. He looks miserable. 


"Sorry," he says, and | can tell from his tone he's trying to make a joke. "lm not seventeen like you, huh? | 
can't hear shit." 


| shrug. "What do you want, Randall?" | ask. "I have to be back inside for the show." 
"Yeah," he spits, "because you look like you were really fucking enjoying yourself in there just now." 


It's the first time I've ever heard him raise his voice at me, and it startles me. | step back from him-l'm 
taller than he is, but | have no intention of getting caught up like that again with another person. I'm a slower 


learner than most. But, eventually, | do learn. 


He sighs. He looks like he wants to touch me, but isn't allowing himself. "Sorry, Tommy," he mutters. "I didn't 
mean-shit. I'm just. I'm concerned about you, okay? After Thanksgiving-" 


"| was sick," | say. "I didn't want to stay at your house because | wasn't feeling well. Nikki took me home. I'm 


okay now." 


He frowns. Something about the pull of his mouth or else just the way he's staring at me reminds me of a 


dog. "You seemed fine when you got there." 


"Yeah, well” | cross my arms. I've started to shiver. "ls there anything else you want, ‘cause | really wanna go 


"| don't like how he treats you," Randall blurts. "Okay? There. That's it" He folds his arms too, mirroring me. "I 
don't like how he talks to you, | don't like how he drags you around. | don't like that | barely hear from you 
now that the two of you are shacking up." 


| shake my head. "It isn't like that." 


"No? Then what is it like, Tommy? Because l'm really, l'm curious. | mean it, | want to know from you what it's 


like living with Nikki Sixx, if he's not abusing you." 


My hands are on my sleeves plucking and pulling. Somewhere in my stomach | feel something beginning to roil. 
"He isn't abusing me," | say. "He just likes.. he wants to spend time to ourselves, he's tired a lot from the band, 


from the shows. You know." 
He's still frowning. "Why does he drag you around by your arm all the time?" 


"He doesn't do that all the time," | say, and then, realizing what I've said: "I mean he doesn't do that, ever. | 
don't know-what the fuck are you talking about? Jesus, Randall. You're seeing shit. He doesn't, he never uses 
force with me." Except when I'm acting out, except when I'm disappointing him, except when he's irritated with 


me over something I've forgotten, some rule of his I've broken again because I'm only a teenager, only a fuck- 


up. "He loves me." Sometimes. When he thinks I'm sleeping, and he strokes my hair, kisses my temple. When he 
feels guilty about it and holds me and tells me he's sorry. When he protects me from the other dealers, 


confusing me until | want to throw up. 
"Okay," says Randall, doubtfully. "Because | just-" 


"Randall" | step away from him, around his massive bulk of a body. "Look | get that you're looking out for me, 
or whatever, but I'm fine. We're fine. Really. | love him, I've never been so lucky in my life. | have to go back 
inside now, the show's gonna start and he wants, he likes seeing me in the audience." And before Randall can 
say anything else, | rush back inside, flashing the X's on my hands at the security guards as | push my way 
towards the front of the crowd. London are just coming out, their hair a mile high, their makeup thick, evil 
under the strobe lights. Nikki spots me almost immediately and shoots me a cocky grin I've missed desperately. 
Something almost like an apology in the silver-green of his eyes as he grinds out the first notes to the Sex 


Pistols’ "God Save the Queen". 


| grip the front of the stage and scream with the others. | scream until tears come to my eyes. 


That night, we're lying together in bed when Nikki rolls over, covering me with his body. He smells like 
hairspray and sweat and alcohol and leather, but this is the closest he's been to me in a week, and I'm not 


complaining. He strokes my hair out of my face and kisses me, so tenderly | wonder- 

"Is everything okay?" | whisper, when he pulls back. 

He rolls his eyes. "Yeah, no shit," he mutters. "What, | can't just-" But then he stops himself. Bites his lower 
lip. Drags one hand through his hair where it's falling out of the spray and gel. When he cups my jaw at the 


sensitive spot where he hit me his skin smells chemical. 


"I've been acting like shit," he says, staring at some spot over my head. "I warned you when we first got 


together that I'd treat you like shit, and you didn't listen" 


| don't know if he expects an apology from me or what, so | stay quiet. After a few seconds he sighs. Strokes 


my hair again. 

"I really like you, kid," he says, almost too soft for me to hear. "I just-l have no fucking idea how to show it." 

l'm not sure if l'm an idiot for believing him. No, fuck that: | am an idiot. But | can't help it, | surge upwards to 
kiss him. He startles against me, like he always does, but when he relaxes it's his tongue in my mouth, his lips 
soft on mine, his hand sliding down to unbutton my jeans. He's kissing me, kissing me, kissing me, and my body 


is hot, feels like I'm being electrocuted everywhere. Feels almost like I'm dying. 


"| love you, Nikki," | say, as he kisses his way down my now-exposed chest and stomach. 'I fucking-I love you." 


"God help you," he says, sarcastic, but there's no bite to it, so | smile. He makes a sound almost a laugh. Then 


he takes me in his mouth. 


December lith rolls out bright and cold. When | wake up Nikki's still sleeping, and even though | know | shouldn't, 
| run my hand down his arm, kiss his shoulder until he wakes. He's still asleep enough as he rolls over that | 
chance whispering, "Happy birthday," to him, and he surprises me, kissing me instead of snapping. He's very 


nearly smiling when he pulls back. 


“Thanks, kid," he mutters. He sits up and stretches; his ribs are slatted against the pale expanse of his skin. 


"Fuck, l'm old." 


"Twenty-three isn't that old," | say, though of course it is to me. He snorts into his hands, drags them down 
his face. 


"Oh, god," he mumbles, and struggles off the mattress. Because it's his birthday he does three lines of blow in 
the bathroom before we even leave. He's on edge as we walk to Sunset, sniffing like his nose hurts, rubbing at 
it, at his eyes. We go to his favorite restaurant for lunch-tacos of questionable origin and beer-and his eyes, 
his hands, his feet dance as he stares restlessly around. He laughs sharply at nothing. His hands shake against 


the table. 

"You all right?" | ask him, as he pays our check and we leave. He shoots me a look: 

"Yes," he says, too fast. I've never seen him this way. | wonder if he's always like this when he does coke, 
except that the first night we met, he wasn't nearly this aggressive. Perhaps it's just the quantity. | almost 
want to tell him to slow down and not take any more, except | know how well that would go over, and we've 
had a good few days, slow, almost gentle. 

"Okay," | say instead, and | take his hand. Its his birthday, anyway. 

Nigel and John throw him a party. It's a club which they somehow have the money to rent out for the night 
as a private venue. Lizzy is there, of course, but | avoid him, | know better. So are several other of their 
musician friends from varying bands-LA. Guns, Strait from the Vain, Rentboys-and some of Nikki's drug 
dealing buddies... and Randall. 

Wait. What? 


| see him thankfully before Nikki does. | grip Nikki's wrist and turn him subtly away; thankfully he's still 


struggling against the effects of the coke from earlier and doesn't notice. 


"lm going to the bathroom," | tell him. "I'll be back soon" 


"Okay," he says, laughing. | lean into the good mood like a sunflower blossoming in full sunlight. "I hope you'll be 


back in time for presents." 
"Of course,’ | say. The scarf | bought him is shoved into my shirt. 


"I bet you got me something good, huh, kid," and he presses his hand between my legs, squeezing upwards. | 
make some kind of undignified sound, and he breaks away from me, still laughing. Nigel grabs his other arm to 
haul him away, talking about drugs, and | rush off towards Randall. He's leaning against the wall, ignoring a tiny 
girl trying to talk to him with a margarita in her over-jeweled hand. When he sees me coming he straightens 
up, nearly shoving her to the side. He opens his mouth and | take his hand, pull him into the bathroom. | think 
about locking the door except that | don't want drunks banging on it desperate to piss or puke. 


"What the fuck are you doing herel" | say. "How did you even get the address of this venue?" 
He laughs, but there's no humor in it. "Its a public venue," he says. 

"Yeah, but it's closed off for the night, for Nikki's thing, his party’ 

"| got in" he says. "Friends with the guard," and he holds out his wallet. Oh. Right. | roll my eyes. 
"| can't believe-" | take a deep breath. "Why are you here?" | ask again 


He takes a step towards me, and then another, until I'm backed nearly into the sink, my ass pressed to cold 


ceramic. 
"Randall-" 


I'm desperate," he says, the words tumbling out in a hoarse rush. "I need you. | need you to see-you're 


miserable. You're not happy here, with him, you-he's killing you, do you understand?" 
| blink. It takes me a few seconds to realize who he means. "Nikki isn't-" 


"Please don't give me that bullshit, Tommy." Pinching the bridge of his nose, he inhales, he sounds like he's in 
pain. "I've tried to, to word this in my head for a while now, but | can't, l'm not eloquent like he is, I'm not 
smart enough. All | can say—fuck All | know is that | want you." His hand comes out, it cups my jaw. His thumb 
fits right over the bruise on my jaw which by now is barely visible, faded highlighter yellow. "Goddammit, 
Tommy. | want you so much." His voice breaks. When he kisses me | freeze, my hands gripping the underside of 
the sink, my legs pressed a little into his. His mouth is warm, dry; he tastes like clove cigarettes and beer. | 
think | should be shocked, or anyway more shocked than | am. But he's always flirted with me. Always looked at 
me out of the corners of his eyes, even when Sheri was in the room. Something in my chest feels unsteady. 


Ready to explode. 


"Run away with me," he breathes, pulling away from me, pressing our foreheads together. "Please." 


"Randall," | say again. | try to push him off, or at least away from me, but he's so much bigger than | am that 


he doesn't even move. "Randall, | can't. | don't-fuck, | don't like you that way. I'm sorry." 


He groans. "Kid." He strokes the sore spot on my jaw. "You deserve so much more than what he's given you," 


and he leans in again, kisses me harder. | can feel him trying to maneuver his tongue into my mouth. 


| can't-" | whimper, bracing one leg against the floor, and then | feel the warm spray of blood hit my chin as 
Randall's throat is slit open. His body slumps against mine, his blood gushing out against my face. As | stumble 
backwards, falling against the sink, | see exactly what | knew | would see-Nikki, standing in the doorway, knife in 
his hand, murder in his face. He's so high on coke his pupils are just pinpricks against the sheer hellish green 


of his irises. His right hand is drenched in blood His teeth are bared. 


| want to scream. Randall is on top of me, and l'm on the filthy tile floor, and I'm covered in his blood. My 
mouth is open but | can't make any sound come out. Nikki's stepping forward, the knife still outstretched-he's 
saying something, but | can't hear it over the high ringing in my ears. | can't hear anything except that 


goddamn ringing, and the black swirling in front of me, so viscous its nearly audible. 


"Lee-" | hear, like doom, and | pass out. 


The nurses are very kind. Janice, the blonde one who first gave me ice chips when | woke up, takes my pulse, 
doesn't make me talk. She looks concerned at all the bruises, but she doesn't say anything. The other, Cheryl, 


asks me gentle, noninvasive questions: 


"Did you know the man who died?" "Did you see his killer?" but | can't answer. My tongue's been too dry since 
everything happened to talk, and anyway, even if | could, what would | say? Besides the horror of feeling 
Randall's blood on me every second l'm awake, and having him follow me into my dreams until the morphine 
takes over, and sometimes still even then, | can't even begin to consider betraying Nikki. The idea is too 
horrendous. Even after everything. | don't know what it means, any more than I've known what anything 
regarding him means since | met him. So | just take my ice chips and my morphine and the saline drip they 


have me on, and | try to talk, secretly, quietly, when everyone's gone, and | don't tell Cheryl or Janice anything. 


The third night l'm in Cedars-Sinai l'm half-awake staring at the clear liquid in the bag beside my bed. If | close 
my eyes I'll hear Randall whispering to me, begging me to run away with him. I'll feel his breath on my face, 
his blood on my neck. If | stay awake | see his reflection in the morphine, on the ceiling, on my bedclothes. | 


watch it slide down into the IV, into my veins. My eyelids are growing heavy- 


The door opens. | think it's Janice coming in for an early shift until | see his frame, his profile. That ridiculous 
fucking over-the-top hair. Those shining emerald eyes glistening in the half-light coming under the bathroom 


door. 


"Lee," Nikki whispers. "Don't scream, please." 


| couldn't, even if | wanted to. But | just shake my head, and he draws up a chair, sits beside me. He's wearing 
a hoodie and sweatpants. Two full bags slung over his shoulders. His makeup is smeared, ugly. He looks thinner 


than he did three days ago. 
"You were in shock," he says, still with his voice as quiet as it'll go. "That's why they've kept you in here." 


| know that. I'm not an idiot. | want to say this, but when | open my mouth all that comes out is a hoarse 


rusting sound. So | glare at him, instead, and he sighs. 


"Sorry," he says, clearly not meaning it. "I just-okay, look. I'm sorry | killed him. | was high. | think | had a bad 
batch of coke or something, | was going off the fucking walls paranoid-| hated him, Lee, | hated him for a long 


time. You're not stupid, you must've known that.” 


| won't give him the satisfaction of nodding. But he must see my acquiescence in my eyes, because he 
continues, "Look, | could apologize all night and it wouldn't be enough. But that's not gonna-fuck. It won't change 
him being dead. And it won't change that they're still looking for his killer." He glances over his shoulder at the 
door to my room. "And that we need to go." 


| raise my eyebrows at him. 


‘It's four in the morning," he says~he reaches out to take my hands, and | flinch backwards, | can't help it, | 
swear there's still blood crusted under his nails. "Its the only time | could get here. | had to sneak in past the 
guards downstairs and make sure the nurses weren't looking. They don't suspect me yet but | know someone'll 
have seen me go in that bathroom and not come out." He exhales, sharp, runs his hands through his hair. It's 
such a familiar gesture as to make me ache. Those same hands that have beat me. Cut lines. Measured 


spoons. Held my cock Spread me open. 
Killed a man. 


"You can call a nurse in here," he says, like he knows what I'm thinking, "and | won't blame you. Or you can 
leave, right now, with me. | have your shit here, and my shit, and no one at the apartment's gonna look for us; 
none of them are gonna give a shit I'm gone. Nigel and the others-" He cuts his eyes away. "They'll cover for 


me. And if they don't, at least they don't know shit about what went on, at least none of them saw the knife." 


| bite my lip very tightly. l'm angry with him, this careless way he's speaking of it. Yet | don't know what else | 
could've expected, not from Nikki. Not about Randall. 


"Whatever you decide, Lee," Nikki says, gripping the side of my bed now, "I won't object to it. But you have to 
decide now, before the morning shift starts. We have to get the fuck out of here, or else you have to raise 
the alarm, turn me in" His eyes are on mine, slate gray in the dim light. That heady intense gaze that drew 


me in from the beginning, from when | was still fifteen, scrawny and confused and recently realizing just how 
fucking queer | am, staring at the scariest motherfucker I'd ever seen on bass guitar, wondering when | would 


become him. 


Nikki isn't a good person. He isn't a kind person But he's also all | have. It's either him or the streets, because | 
know my parents would never take me back, and | certainly don't have enough money to live on my own. In two 
months he's become my whole world. That desire | have to change him still so strong, clinging to my ribs, to 
my spine, to my heart. That every time I've said | love him, | haven't entirely been lying. 


| think he knows even before | do that I'm going to rip the IV out of my arm. Struggle out of bed, shrug off 
the shock blanket still wrapped around my shoulders. Step into the soft slippers I've been using to shuffle to 
the bathroom. Cling on his arm as he walks us both out the door, down the hall, down a back stairwell, out the 
door. Where his supplier, James O'Neill, is waiting in a beat-up Mazda, looking like shit, but aware enough of 
himself to drive us out of the city limits as the stars to the east slowly begin to gray out with the oncoming 


dawn. 


"Where y'all are headed?" 


"North," Nikki says, shortly. He's been letting me cling to him for the past three hours, since James dropped 
us off at the truck stop on the outskirts of Los Angeles proper. | wonder how long it'll last. But there's 
something strangely soft about the way he's holding me against him, something that feels more like 
permanence than anything else I've experienced with him. "As far north as you can take us." 


The trucker shrugs, jerks his thumb back. "Got space in the bed if you don't mind riding without seatbelts," he 


says. 


Nikki shakes his head. "We don't mind," he says, and leads me around to the back of the truck, helps me up. 
When the door is closed again the truck starts forward with a lurch. Nikki catches me as | stumble, leads me 
in the pitch dark to a bundle of blankets at one corner. Together we hunch down in our hoodies with the 


frozen metal pressed all around us, our hands curled together, the asphalt singing under the tires. 


